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in    anv    Wardrobe,"    and   we    quote    Loll^    Anderson,    Alpka 

Omicron  Pi,  and  Martha  SKeplierd,  Willard  Hall.    Loll^  loves  the  neat  cut   of  tier  fhece 

lined  gob  jacket  and  Martha  takes  to  the  soft  downiness    of   her    Strooh    fleece 

topper.    Sizes   10-18,    $59.95.    Goh   jacket,   sizes   9-15,   $39-95. 
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especially  if  -jou 

nave  Don  Wnan,  Si|ma  Alpna  Epsilon  around  to  explain  tne  set-up.   Ana   Gloria  Hill, 

Delta   Delta  Delta,   can  pla^   ani^   riela   in  ner  ^a^   lumDerjacket   suit.  The 

suit  is  all  wool.  Brown,  Green,  ana  Nav^,    Sizes  12-18,  $49-95. 
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A   Modern    Store   for   Style-Conscious   Men    and    Women 

riLLIA]y[S 


for  College  lien 


We've  never  lost  touch  with  the  various  campus  fashions 
through  these  war  years.  So  you  fellows  who  are  com- 
ing back  now  to  go  back  to  college  can  be  sure  you'll  be 
getting  the  right  clothes  here.  The  classics  are  still 
leaders  .  .  .  the  fashions  you  yourself  established. 
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A  noteworthy  col- 
lection of  new  suits 
and  topcoats  at  $60 
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The  TSorlh   Shore  Home  of  Hicker-Freeman    Customized  Clothes 
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In  Famed 

COHAMA  fabrics 


What  a  perfect  combination  in  a 
shirt  .  .  .  incomparable  Graff 
workmanship  and  renowned  Co- 
hama  rayons  .  .  .  two  names 
we're  proud  to  link  with  ours. 
Styled  and  made  in  California, 
too.    SS.-W. 


BAILEY'S 


627-629  Davis  Street  Cre.  3060 

Open   Monday  and   Thursday  Nights 
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PURPLE     PARROT 


The  New  Look  in  intense  Hack.  '  '  '     ^^    J  ^Rounded  shoulders,  snug  midriff,  wee 

waist,  they  show  off  the  hell  tunic.  Lij!  'lu  4 ^twilled  Hack  wool,  roped  with  Persian 

lamb.  Two  headlight  jet  buttons.  '  '  '  Other  suits  with  The  New  Look  are  arriving  daily. 


Open  daily  9  a.  m.  lo   5:30  p. 
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IN    THE    DRAKK  HOTEL 


IICHIGAN    AT    OAK  •         1636    ORRINGTON,   EVANSTON 
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Bob  Muhlkes  Clover  Club 


5151    DEMPSTER    ST. 

At  Gross  Point-  Rood 


1/2  Mile  West  of 
Skokie 


Air  Condit-ioning      •      Dancing 


Enjoying  an  evening  at  the  Clover 
Club  are  Naney  Buie,  Theta;  Dot 
Yegge,  Theta;  Jack  Howard;  Newt 
Compere,  Alpha  Delta  Phi;  and  Ana- 
inarv  Evans,  Theta. 


Can  you  tie  this?... Have  a  Coke 


.  .  .  or  back  again  to  an  old  family  custom 

He  knows  he's  back  at  home  base  when  Mom  brings  in  the  Coca-Cola  from 
the  family  refrigerator.  All  hands  gather  'round  and  the  reunion  starts  oflf 
with  refreshment.  The  words  Have  a  Coke  always  strike  the  old  spark  of 
familiar  friendliness.  Be  sure  there's  enough  Coke  on  hand  at  your  house. 
Get  a  supply  of  Coca-Cola  today. 

BOnLED   UNDER  AUTHORITY   OF  THE  COCA-COLA  COMPANY   BY 

COCA-COLA    BOTTLING    CO.,   OF    CHICAGO,  INC. 


*'Coke''=  Coca-Cola 

^  You  naturally  hear  Coca-Cola 

■idled  by  its  friendly  abbreviation 

I  "Coke".  Both  mean  the  quality  prod- 

t  of  The  Coca-Cola  Company. 
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BETWEEN  COVERS 

A  timely  thing  in  this,  our  first 
issue,  is  the  picture-icature  on  women's 
rush  week.  It  is  kind  of  an  expose 
like  and  tells  you  everything  you  al- 
ways wanted  to  find  out  about  rush- 
ing—only you  were  too  busy  rushing. 

By  way  of  humor  there  is  Janice 
Kaplan's  story  about  a  date  on  page 
next  and  Murder  Slalks  With  Celery 
is  a  takeoff  on  the  master-detective. 
We  get  back  to  rushing  again— only 
men's  this  time— in  Rhawn's  satire 
on  page  1 1 . 

Somebody  heard  about  Howard 
Sherman's  European  adventures,  so  we 
got  him  to  write  about  one  of  them. 
You  Are  All  of  You  is  about  Gertrude 
Stein,  in  whose  Paris  apartment  he 
spent  several  afternoons. 

In  more  serious  fiction  there  is 
Chuck  Greenblatt's  story  on  page  14, 
and  the  ever-present  Jerry  Wesley  con- 
tributes Home  Sweet  Home. 

Purple  People  is  back,  along  with  a 
new  review  column  and  an  Editor's 
page  way  in  the  back,  and  there  are 
new  cartoons  by  Bruce  Ping  and  Bryan 
Reid,  as  well  as  the  goons. 

THE  COVER 

The  veteran  on  the  cover  is  Bob 
Fairbairn,  freshman  in  Speech  from 
Oklahoma  City.  A  2ncl  Lieutenant 
Bombardier,  he  was  discharged  from 
the  Army  Air  Corps  in  time  for  the 
fall  term.  Drinking  coke  with  him  in 
the  grill  is  his  date  for  the  NU-Indiana 
game,  Joan  Forsythe,  sophomore  LA 
transfer  from  Ward-Belmont  in  Nash- 
ville. She's  from  Webster  Grove,  Mi 
souri,  and  is  an  Alpha  Chi  pledge. 
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BY  JAJ^ICE  KAPLAX 


LDVE 
SDNG 


I 


-T  WAS  ONE  OF  THOSE  CLASS- 

rooin  romances.  Marcia  Mae  came 
from  Altoona,  Pennsylvania.  She  was 
not  beautiful.  There  was  nothing 
feminine  about  Marcia  Mae  in  face— 
or  figure.  There  was  no  indentation  at 
the  waist  and  no  visible  difference  be- 
tween leg  and  ankle.  She  wasn't 
noticed  very  frequently,  and  she  didn't 
talk  a  great  deal.  It  wasn't  because 
she  didn't  have  anything  to  say;  it 
was  just  that  people  never  asked  her 
any  questions.    Except  Al. 

Al  sat  next  to  Marcia  Mae  in  Eng- 
lish. He  was  built  much  like  she  was, 
only  on  straighter  planes.  Their 
hearts  swelled  in  harmony  when  the 
professor  softly  chanted: 

"O  Romeo,  Romeo!    Wlierefore  art 

thou,  Romeo? 
Deny    thy    jather    and    refuse    they 

name: 
Or,  if  thou  will  not.  be  but  sworn 

my  love. 
And  I'll  no  longer  be  a   Capulet." 

They  both  inhaled  and  exhaled  with 
shaky  and  audible  tremors.  Al  glanced 
shyly  at  Marcia  Mae  out  of  the  corner 
of  his  eye.   It  was  no  trouble,  since  he 


was  vaguely  cross-eyed.  He  whispered 
noisily  into  her  ear,  "May  I  see  you 
after  class."  She  hissed  back,  "Shut 
up!" 

Al  was  a  little  crestfallen,  but  his 
masculinity  came  to  the  fore,  and  a 
few  days  later  he  repeated  his  tanta- 
lizing offer.  Marcia  Mae  condescend- 
ingly acquiesced,  and  he  asked  her  for 
a  date  for  Saturday  night.  She  ac- 
cepted with  the  stipulation  that  he 
would  never  bother  her  again. 

Her  friends  were  all  excited  about 
Marcia  Mae's  having  a  date.  She  was 
a  little  nauseated  by  the  whole  thing. 
And  when  Satiu-day  night  came  and 
Al  put  in  his  appearance  early  she 
kept  him  waiting  thirty  minutes. 
When  she  came  down,  he  was  sitting 
on  a  couch,  so  Marcia  Mae  approached 
him,  bared  her  teeth  for  a  second,  then 
folded  her  arms  on  a  level  with  his 
head.  He  couldn't  stand  up  without 
bending  o\cr  backwards,  so  he  simply 
looked  up  at  her  and  grinned  fever- 
ishly. 

"Well!" 

"Why  .  .  .  a  .  .  .  a  .  .  .  have  you 
seen  'Wilson?'  "  Al  gurgled. 

"Yes,   pure   propaganda,"   she   said. 

"Have  you  seen  'Marriage  Is  a  Pri- 


Marcia  Mae  has  a  date  and 
shows  Al  who's  boss  —  a 
humorous  story  of  one  col- 
lege romance. 


vate    Affair?'  "    Al    asked    hopefully. 

"Yes,  it  stunk,"  Marcia  Mae  whimsi- 
cally retorted. 

"Well,  would  you  care  to  go  to  a 
show?" 

"No,  I  loathe  mo\ies." 

"Would   you   like   to  go   dancing?" 

"How  vulgar!" 

"Then  how  about  a  bus  ride?" 

"If  you  want  to  I'll  go,"  she  said  in 
acceptance. 

Marcia  backed  up  and  let  Al  get  on 
his  feet.  Then  she  walked  out  in 
front  of  him. 

While  they  were  ■\\'aiting  for  the  bus, 
Marcia  sang  softly  to  herself  and,  not 
knowing  what  else  to  do,  Al  walked 
self-consciously  around  the  bus  stop 
sign.  When  they  got  on  the  bus  Mar- 
cia deposited  her  own  seven  cents.  She 
didn't  want  to  be  indebted  to  him. 
And  she  sat  down  next  to  someone,  so 
he  had  to  stand  up  at  the  back. 

It  was  a  short  ride  to  Lotus  Street 
^vhere  they  transferred  to  the  double- 
decker,  and  this  time  Al  said  "AW" 
when  Marcia  Mae  put  her  dime  in. 

They  went  upstairs.  The  stormy 
silence  perturbed  Al.  He  made  one 
desperate  attempt.  "Have  you  read 
(Coyitinued  on  page  25) 
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PURPLE     PARROT 


BV  VEliA  IjJOTTSCHALK 


MR. 
CARLSDIV 


X  EELING  LIKE  RUTH  MOSS, 
Daily  editor  anno  ante,  must  ha\'e  telt 
when  interviewing  Carl  Van  Doren, 
only  more  so,  I  prepared  for  my  in- 
terview with  Northwestern's  Leland 
Carlson.  More  so  because  her  uneasi- 
ness in  interviewing  Van  Doren  could 
only  spring  from  admiration  of  repu- 
tation and  not  from  the  man's  re- 
actions as  observed  every  day.  As  for 
many,  my  admiration  and  respect  had 
been  built  up  to  a  staggering  height 
over  a  period  of  three  years  and  the 
prospect  of  going  beyond  the  rostrum 
was  tremendous. 

I  stammered  through  my  first  set 
of  questions: 

SHE— What  high  school  did  you 
attend? 

HE-Rockford  High  School. 

SHE— At  what  age  did  you  grad- 
uate? 

HE-16. 

SHE— Hummmm!  Did  you  enter 
college  immediately? 

HE— No.  I  worked  in  a  bank  for 
three  years. 

SHE— What  other  schools  did  you 
attend. 

HE— Beloit  for  undergraduate  work, 
Chicago  Theological  Seminary,  Uni- 
versity of  Chicago,  and  I  attended 
two  summer  sessions  abroad,  one  at 

The  popular  professor  who 
teaches  Western  Civilization 
and  is  interested  in  all  kinds. 
A  Parrot  feature  interview. 


Grenoble  France,  and  one  at  Cam- 
bridge Uni\ersity. 

SHE— Did  you  ha\  e  any  honors  con- 
ferred upon  )ou. 

HE— (reflecti\ely)  Well,  I  don't 
like  to  tell  you  this  because  it  sounds 
much  like  the  braggart,  but  it  was  a 
wonderful  recognition.  I  won  the 
second  prize  in  an  oratorical  contest. 

SHE—  (enthusiastically)  Oh,  how 
wonderful. 

HE—  (with  a  glint)  Yes,  it  was.  The 
other  fellow  in  the  contest  won  the 
first  prize. 

That  did  it.  That  broke  the  mood, 
stiff  decorum,  and  what  have  you  of 
the  interview.  What  can  you  do  with 
a  man  who  has  written  history, 
travelled  through  40  countries,  speaks 
several  languages,  but  laughs  most 
heartily  at  jokes  on  himself.  And  an 
honor  which  shoidd  be  mentioned 
was  the  one  conferred  for  reading 
extemporaneous  Greek. 

However  his  most  valued  reward 
was  to  be  received  for  what  could  be 
termed  humanistic  curiosity.  His 
prize  in  this  instance  was  a  chance 
meeting  with  Mrs.  Carlson  in  the 
Chicago  Morals  comt. 

The  morals  court  was  one  of  the 
points  of  interest  of  a  conducted  tour. 
Both  of  them  had  been  in  the  same 
group  while  visiting  Hobo  college  and 
the  Dill  Pickel  Club,  but  it  wasn't  un- 
til they  reached  the  morals  court  that 
an  aware  friend  had  the  foresight  to 
introduce  them.  Mrs.  Carlson  was  the 
perfect  picture  of  "The  Sweetheart  of 


Sigma  Chi,"  and  a  true  Sig  was  un- 
willing to  disregard  the  resemblance 
as  coincidence.  Soon  afterwards  they 
^^'ere  married. 

I  am  reluctant  to  believe  that  Mrs. 
Carlson's  culimary  ability  was  more 
than  incidental  in  influencing  what 
happened  in  the  last  paragraph,  but 
she  was  offered  the  presidency  of  the 
Chicago  School  of  Domestic  Arts  and 
Sciences.  The  arrival  of  Timothy, 
now  aged  71/9,  prevented  her  accept- 
ance. 

Un-Mill  and  Milton-like  Timothy 
and  Kay  Meridith,  6,  did  not  start  to 
read  Plato  at  the  age  of  three.  Kay 
prefers  socializing  and  Tim  is  a  typi- 
cal boy.  This  does  not  seem  to  worry 
Dr.  Carlson— of  course,  there's  still 
time. 

His  fa\orite  hobby  is  travel  and 
the  trip  he  considers  his  most  in- 
teresting is  one  he  took  to  the  West 
Indies  on  a  tramp  steamer.  There  were 
only  four  passengers  on  the  boat  and 
time  was  leisurely  and  conversation 
good. 

Tennis,  swimming,  and  chess  are  his 
games.  He  prefers  chess  to  card  games 
because  winning  or  loosing  depends 
on  skill  and  not  on  chance.  He  likes 
particularly  well  to  play  with  Mr. 
Bardas  of  Music  school,  "Because,"  he 
says,  "he's  a  very  cautious  player,  and 
I  have  to  keep  on  my  toes."  The  most 
treasured  of  his  nine  sets  of  chess  is 
one  of  delicate  carved  ivory  from  the 

(Continued  on  page  26) 
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BY  HIIISAIE  DIKKSOX 


SCROUNGE  DN 


Which  is  coiiceriied  with 
Mhat  happens  to  people  and 
a  hat  at  summer  theatre. 


E 


-ERE  I  AM,  COMING  ACROSS 

the  lawn  from  the  hotel  with  a  bunch 
of  celery  for  the  gang.  They're  my 
pals,  the  crowd  from  the  playhouse. 
Also  coming  across  the  lawn,  only 
from  a  different  direction  is  Letitia. 
she's  the  tallest,  smoothest  of  the 
whole  bunch  of  actresses.  She  is  going 
from  the  cottage  to  the  playhouse,  and 
instead  of  greeting  me  with  her  usual 
"And  how's  the  guy  with  the  best  foot- 
ball legs  in  the  world?"  (which  I  have) 
what  do  you  think  she  does?  She 
cuts  me  dead,  right  in  the  middle  of 
the  lawn  where  the  Mainliners  play 
shuffleboard.  I  am  devastated.  I  look 
at  the  bunch  of  celery  I  risked  my  job 
to  gyp,  and  thought,  "That's  fine 
thanks."  but  no  one  c\er 
called  John  Slopak  an 
Indian-giver,  so  I  throws 
the  celery  through  the 
kitchen  •\v  i  n  d  o  w  .  Of 
course  I  knock  over  a 
pitcher  of  milk,  but  what 
can  you  expect  from  a 
sensitive  person  in  my 
devastated  state? 

For  two  weeks,  in  be- 
tween the  times  I  am 
running  the  vacuum 
cleaner  at  the  hotel  and 
renting  boats  at  the  boat 
dock,  I  scrounge  around 
the  playhouse  trying  to 
find  out  why  Letitia  cut 
me  dead.  I  am  glad  to 
say  it  is  not  because  she 


finds  someone  with  better  football 
legs  than  mine,  which  is  of  course  an 
impossibility  and  is  silly  to  think  of 
in  the  first  place.  It  is  because  of  an 
unforeseen  eventuality  which  natu- 
rally has  very  terrific  uppercussions  on 
Letitia's  career,  this  of  course  is  \ery 
important  to  a  career  minded  girl  like 
Letitia,  which  causes  a  sudden  lapse 
which  causes  her  to  cut  me  dead. 

It  is  like  this. 

It  seems  these  talent  scouts  are  com- 
ing special  from  New  York  to  see 
Letitia  strut  her  stuff,  which  is  plenty 
of  stuff  to  strut,  and  this  naturallv 
causes  consternation  in  and  about  the 
cottage. 

Especially  consternated  are  Letitia 
and  her  leading  man  Huntley  Barret- 
Schmalz,  with  a  hyphen,  whose  real 
name  is  Hector  Schmalz,  although  he 
doesn't  answer  when  you  whistle  at 
him  to  that  tune. 

"Huntley  B.,  dahling,  please  do  try 


"Joscoe  has  a  wonderful  idea  for  after  the  shon'. 


to  remember  that  tonight  'Cousin 
Harriet'  is  my  show.  After  all,  I'm  the 
one  who's  getting  the  contract," 
Letitia  says  to  him.  which  is  very  po- 
lite palaver  that  he'd  better  not  blow 
his  nose  at  the  same  time  she  is 
screaming  her  head  off  from  offstage. 
^vhere  she  has  just  found  her  husband 
stabbed  in  the  library,  theatrically 
speaking,  of  course. 

"Letitia,  my  dahling.  for  a  good 
actress  any  play  in  which  she  appears 
is  hers  it  she  wants  it,  but.  if  per- 
chance you  feel  imsure  about  a  partic- 
ular scene,  we  could  do  a  quick  run- 
through  before  the  show,"  he  says, 
which  is  a  sly  intimation,  and  Letitia 
is  no  woman  who  can  be  intimated 
against,  so  she  says  with  a  smile,  "Let's 
run  through." 

What   scene   do    they   pick    to   rim 
through    biu    the    scream    scene,    so 
Letitia  goes  out   to   the   kitchen   and 
opens   a   can   from   her   pri\ate   stock 
of  plum  juice,   that  be- 
ing  the   only   thing  she 
uses  to  soothe  her  deli- 
cate   throat    between 
scenes. 

"I  wonder  ^vhat  Roger 
did  with  the  rhododen- 
drons?" says  Himtley 
throwing  the  cue  to  the 
kitchen. 

"S  C  R  E  A  M  .  "  goes 
Letitia,  right  on  cue. 

"Fine,"  says  Huntley, 
who  at  this  point  is  quite 
willing  to  quit  running 
through. 

"Again,    just    to    be 
sure,"   says  Letitia,   tak- 
ing a  swig  of  plum  juice. 
"I  wonder  what  Rosfer 
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did  with  the  rhododendrons?"  says 
Huntley,  immediately,  since  he  is  anx- 
ious to  get  this  business  of  screaming 
over  with,  it  being  bad  on  the  nerves 
of  a  sensitive  artist  like  himself. 

"Gargle,"  goes  Letitia,  spraying 
plum  juice  dramatically  between  the 
stove  and  the  sink. 

"Who  is  being  strangled  in  here?" 
goes  the  deputy  sheriff  usually  a 
friend  of  the  gang,  who  has  just 
walked  in  unannounced,  as  it  were. 
"It's  not  that  I  like  to  butt  in  on  the 
business  of  a  fine  bunch  of  people  like 
you,  but  the  neighbors  are  complain- 
ing. Therefore  I  repeat  in  a  louder 
tone  of  voice,  'Who's  being  strangled 
in  here?'  " 

"If  there  is  anyone  being  strangled 
in  here  it  is  I,"  says  Letitia,  spraying 
a  little  more  plum  juice,  only  this 
time  in  the  direction  of  the  deputy 
sheriff  who  is  not  so  sure  now. 

Everyone  can  see  that  Letitia  is  gel- 
ting  more  and  more  consternated  by 
the  minute,  and  this  is  bad  for  the 
morale  of  the  group,  so  Al  says,  "Don't 
be  upset  Letitia,  and  I  will  play  my 
harmonica  for  you,"  Al  being  the 
creature  known  in  theatrical  circles  as 
a  stage  manager.  It  is  not  because  he 
knows  anything  about  stage  managing 
that  Al  is  around  and  about,  but  be- 
cause he  is  considered  by  one  and  all 
as  a  fine  guy,  and  he  can  also  play  the 
harmonica. 

Do  not  think  that  this  is  just  exter- 
minous  material  that  I  am  dishing 
out,  since  it  is  a  culmination  of  many 
consternating  events  such  as  this  and 
the  following,  which  causes  Letitia  to 
cut  me  dead. 

First,  the  red  flag  is  out  when 
Letitia  goes  upstairs  to  powder  her 
nose,  and  after  much  pounding  on  the 
door  and  shouting,  she  finds  it  is  only 
Huntley  reading  "Variety",  and  since 
he  is  only  on  page  four,  he  will  not 
be  disposed  to  put  the  green,  or  un- 
occupied flag  up  for  many  minutes, 
"Variety"  being  a  big  issue  that  week. 
Then  many  things  happen  at  the 
theatre  before  the  performance  which 
I  do  not  see,  because  of  being  laid  up 
in  bed  with  a  case  of  mumps. 

Al,  who  goes  with  Letitia  to  the  the- 
atre as  he  is  very  fond  of  her  as  who 
isn't,  plays  the  "Atchison,  Topeka  and 
the  Santa  Fe"  all  the  way  across  the 
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THE  SILENT  CITY 


There  is  a  city  in  the  night. 

Mute  walls,  and  lonely  lanes, 

LTnopened  doors  off  lightless  streets. 

Noiseless  cobblestones  unmarked  by  carriage  wheels, 

Sharp  spires  toward  a  starless  sky. 

Black  canopy  of  unknown  mourning. 

Whisperings  of  untold  things,  murmurs  slipped  from  imseen  lips. 

Each  furtive  flight  of  scjund  leaps  out. 

Hangs  about  the  blackened  eaves  of  houses  standing  near. 

And  then  is  spent,  its  image  no^v  alone  remains. 

Can  but  this  soundless  borough  ^vake? 

Its  \ibrant  voice  released. 

Or  is  it  yet  a  seat  of  doom? 

An  effigy  in  horrid  jest  of  universe. 
This  silent  city  that  is  the  human  inind. 
The  quiet  sleeping  city  lays,  like  some  demon  dreaiuing. 
Dormant  in  its  crudity  and  strength, 

Lhihearing  to  the  harbingers  of  Time,  unseeing  to  the  carrion  of 
Despair. 

There  is  a  silent  city  in  the  night. 
Its  very  quietude,  a  dirge. 
Its  sleep,  a  death. 

-Donald  Zoll 


lawn,  that  being  the  only  piece  he  has 
learned  to  play  and  he  has  only  just 
learned  it. 

.Shute  DeLufl^Well,  who  anyone  can 
see  is  a  very  successful  producer  by  the 
size  of  the  cigar  he  smokes  says,  "How- 
do  you  do  Miss  LaMare?"  as  Letitia  is 
tripping  through  the  stage  door,  be- 
ing in  no  mood  to  greet  talent  scouts 
or  anyone  else  at  that  point. 

"Nice  to  see  you,"  says  Letitia, 
bending  over  to  clutch  her  ankle 
which  is  beginning  to  hurt  because  of 
the  trip,  this  putting  her  in  no  posi- 
tion to  reveal  her  talent,  her  talent 
not  being  the  thing  that  is  uppermost 
at  that  time.  "Hope  you  like  'Cousin 
Harriet',"  says  Letitia  in  her  Act  II  or 
crisis  voice,  to  show  she  is  not  upset 
by  this  little  incident,  which,  of 
course,  she  is. 

Seeing  Letitia  has  talents  other  than 
acting,  "I  am  sin-e  I  shall,"  says  Shute 
DeLufl:Well. 

From  usually  reliable  sources  I  hear 
that  this  is  only  the  beginning  of  the 
unforseen  eventualities  which  cause 
Letitia  to  cut  me  dead.  It  seems  that 
Al  the  stage  manager  has  acquired  a 
large,  not  to  say  massive  table  with  a 
limp,  one  leg  being  temporarily  off. 


This  he  has  replaced  by  touching  it 
up  with  glue  without  telling  the  cast. 
Also  it  seems  that  Letitia,  as  Cousin 
Harriet,  is  given  to  draping  herself 
on  tables  at  any  moment,  especially 
ones  which  are  right  in  the  center  of 
the  stage  facing  the  audience,  which 
this  one  is. 

"Ah,  youth,  what  a  mad,  mad  mud- 
dle it  is,"  says  Letitia  in  the  first  act, 
draping  herself  on  said  table,  which  is 
elegant  for  a  second  and  creates  a 
favorable  impression  on  Mr.  DeLuft- 
Well  who  is  chewing  his  big  black 
cigar,  and  the  rest  of  the  audience. 

The  reason  it  is  elegant  only  for  a 
second  is  that  the  favorable  impres- 
sion is  naturally  disturbed,  by  Le- 
titia's  being  landed  on  the  floor,  the 
glue  not  being  very  strong  in  the  first 
place,  and  Letitia  also  having  plenty 
of  stuff  to  put  on  it. 

The  commotion  becomes  even  more 
so  when  Jeeter,  the  bat  who  lives  iii 
the  belfry  of  the  playhouse,  comes  fly- 
ing around  and  about  the  audience 
ahead  of  schedule,  the  belfry  being 
the  result  of  the  fact  that  the  play- 

(Co7itinued  on  page  27) 
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BY  JERRY  WESLEY 

HOME 
SWEET 


The  music  box  played  Home 
Sweet  Home.  Chris  bought 
it  for  Mrs.  Chris,  who  didn't 
get  out  much. 


UTT 

XXoW  MUCH  IS  n?  WHAT 
\()ii  were  just  showing  that  other 
guy."  Chris  asked  as  the  clerk  tiuncd 
around  from  the  cash  register. 

"This  candy  box?"  The  young  drug- 
gist's assistant  picked  it  up  from  the 
cigar  counter  and  looked  at  the  bot- 
tom. "Seven-fifty.  Did  ytni  see  how  it 
works?" 

He  lifted  the  shellacked  co\er  of  the 
unstained  wood  box,  and  it  began  to 
tinkle  out  Home  Sweet  Home  weakly. 
Chris  leaned  his  elbows  on  the  coun- 
ter, put  one  large,  thick-veined  hand 
to  his  beard-stubbled  chin,  and 
listened. 

"The  candy  comes  in  it,  don't  it?" 
he  asked,  straightening  and  pointing 
inside  the  open  box  to  the  cellophane- 
wrapped  tray  of  chocolates  and  it's 
pinup  girl  label. 

"Oh,  sure!  The  whole  thing  for 
seven-fifty." 

The  spring  ran  oiu  half-way 
through  the  chorus. 

"How  do  ya  wind  it?" 

"Real  simple."  replied  the  clerk, 
closing  the  box  and  picking  it  tip  in 
one  hand.  "Key  right  here  on  the  bot- 
tom. Just  wind  'er  up.  Only  yon  have 
to  be  careful  not  to  wind  it  too  tight 
or  you'll  break  the  spring." 

He  finished  the  winding  process 
slowly  and  easily  to  emphasize  his 
point  and  set  the  box  down  on  the 
case  in  front  of  Chris,  opening  and 
shutting  the  lid  quickly  to  let  a 
snatch  of  Home  Sweet  Home  pro\e 
the  soundness  of  the  mechanism. 


"It's  really  a  beautiful  box.  lieauti- 
lid  (lower  painting  there  on  the  cover, 
loo."  the  clerk  said.  pf)inting  to  the 
]X)insetta  ])rint  shellacked  on  the 
co\er. 

"The  wife  would  sure  like  it."  Chris 
nuised  almost  to  himself.  "Could  ya 
(ix  it  up  with  a  ribbf>n  and  wrap  it 
leal  nice?  " 

"Sure." 

"Seven-fifty  you  said?  Okay,  I'll 
take  it  then." 

The  clerk  started  with  it  to  the 
wrapping  counter  but  Chris  called 
after  him.  "I  want  a  pint  of  ice-cream, 
too.    Vanilla." 

An  "okay"  came  from  the  back  of 
the  store.  Chris  pulled  back  his  leather 
jacket  and  reached  into  his  wrinkled 
grey  work  pants  for  his  wallet.  He 
took  out  a  ten-dollar  bill,  replaced  the 
wallet,  and  turned  back  to  the  cigar 
counter  stacked  with  boxes  and  bars 
of  candy,  lifesavers,  and  gum.  He  was 
looking  at  a  display  of  bottles  of  leg 
makeup  when  the  clerk  reappeared 
with  his  packages. 

"\  couple  of  Copenhagen,  too.  " 
Chris  said  as  he  handed  him  the  bill. 
"Need  it  for  my  truck  riui  to  Pitts- 
burgh tomorrow." 

The  clerk  said  something  about 
trucks  running  to  Pittsburgh,  but  it 
^\'as  drowned  by  the  buzzing  and  ring- 
ing of  the  cash  register. 

"Eight-eighteen,  twenty-five,  fifty, 
nine,  ten.  Thanks,  and  I  hope  the 
wife  likes  it." 

Chris  piu   the  change  in   his  pants 


pocket,  stuck  the  Copenhagen  in  his 
jacket,  and  jjicked  up  the  two  pack- 
ages. 

"She  ^vill.  I  think.  She  df)n't  get  out 
much  and  she  gets  an  awftil  lot  of 
pleasure  out  of  ice-cream  and  stuff  like 
this.   G'night.  " 

#        *        #        *        * 

Chris  walked  up  the  stairs  of  the 
old  and  dirty  brick  four-flat.  As  he 
opened  the  door  to  the  apartment  he 
looked  into  the  narrow  hallway  to  see 
if  there  was  a  light  from  the  bedroom. 
There  was.  He  closed  the  door  firmly 
and  put  down  his  packages  on  the  one 
small  table  in  the  dark  living  room. 
He  took  off  his  jacket,  threw  it  in  a 
worn  overstuffed  lounge  chair  and 
turned  to  the  small  wall  mirror  near- 
by. He  smoothed  down  his  black  hair 
—it  was  only  tinged  with  grey— and 
felt  of  his  two-day  beard  as  he  looked 
at  the  reflection  of  his  face.  It  showed 
forty-six  years  and  maybe  more.  Turn- 
ing quickly  he  walked  over,  picked  up 
the  package  containing  the  candy  box. 
and  stepped  down  the  hallway  to  the 
lighted  bedroom. 

"■^'ou  in  bed  already,  hon?*"  he  said 
as  he  pulled  up  in  the  doorwa) . 

Mrs.  Chris  laid  down  the  Real 
Story  she  was  reading.  "Yeah,  been  for 
almost  an  hour." 

She  was  lying  in  the  middle  of  the 
iron  double  bed,  her  stringy  grey  hair 
flowing  back  on  the  two  pillows  under 
her  head.  Another  pillow  rested  under 
two  swollen,  blue-veined  legs  that 
showed  beneath  the  short  rayon  night- 
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dress. 

"Made  it  in  se\eii  hours.  Bui  1 
brought  you  a  present."  He  stepped 
up  to  the  bed,  still  holding  the  pack- 
age behind  him. 

"Ice-cream?" 

She  pushed  her  rimless  bi-tocals  up 
on  her  nose  and  smiled,  which  made 
more  wrinkles  in  her  flabby,  lined 
face. 

"How  was  the  run,  honey.'" 

"Fine  and  dandy,"  Chris  replied. 
"But  I've  brought  you  a  present." 

Mrs.  Chris'  deep-set  dull  eyes  took 
on  a  light,  and  she  sat  up  on  one 
elbow. 

"What've  you  gone  and  got  for  nie 
now?  Tuesday  you  brung  home  that 
little  incense  burner,  and  the  Saturday 
before  that  candy  and  the  little  china 
thing  for  the  radio.  You  know  )<)u 
just  bring  me  some  ice-cream  and  I'm 
happy,"  she  said  as  she  hunched  for- 
ward on  the  elbow. 

"Well,  here  it  is."  Chris  produced 
the  package  from  behind  his  back  and 
put  it  on  the  bed  in  front  of  her.  She 
started  to  unwrap  it  eagerly. 

"Why  a  music  box!" 

She  lifted  the  lid  and  Homf  Sweet 
Home  started  in  the  middle,  louder 
than  it  had  been  in  the  drugstore. 

"And  candy  in  it,  too,"  she  said, 
pointing.  "Oh,  it's  just  beautiful, 
Chris.  But  you  shouldn't  have  done 
it.  It  probably  came  out  of  your  ciga- 
rette money  or  somethin'." 

"Aw,  don't  go  on.  .\s  long  as  you 
like   it    that's    all    that   matters.     But 


HUSHmC  IS  HUSHIMG 

BY  HARRIETTE  RHAWN 


rloLGATE   STOOD   ON    HIS 

tiptoes  to  light  Art's  cigarette.  He 
was  lighting  ,\rt's  cigarette  because 
.Art  was  a  rushee.  He  was  reaching 
way  up  because  Art  A\as  a  tall  ex- 
marine. 

.\lthough  he  was  a  small,  pimply- 
faced  youth,  Holgate  was  "joe."  He 
was  "jazz."  He  was  "hot  dog."  He 
was  "in."  Not  only  did  he  wear 
shiny  brown  loafers  and  rolled  up 
pants,  but  he  sported  a  Gamma 
Stigma  pin.  .\  jewelled  pin.  .\ 
wonderful  pin. 

Holgate  was  kind.  He  realized 
that  .\rt  was  trying  to  rehabilitate. 
He  realized  Art  was  at  his  first  rush 
party,  trying  hard  to  readjust  to 
civilian  life. 

Holgate  was  \er\  kind.  He  told 
Art  to  say  "fraternit)"  instead  of 
"irat."  He  also  mentioned  that 
Gamma  Stigma  was  the  ONLY  fra- 
ternity on  campus. 

The  actives  frothed  and  troliced 
across  the  dance  floor.  Their  pins 
gleamed.  Their  pants  glistened, 
rhey  called  each  other  "brother." 
I'hey  even  called  'T'he  Hawk"  a 
"brother."  .Art  wondered.  "The 
Hawk  "  was  a  striking  fellow.  His 
nose  was  striking  ...  it  leaned 
against  his  left  ear. 

Holgate  was  telling  jokes.  The 
"brothers"  were  delirious  with 
laughter.  "Hey  Holgate,"  o  n  e 
screamed  from  across  the  room. 

"Yes.  'Hawk'."  answered  Holgate 
in  his  best  vaude\'ille  air. 

"What  are  they  using  to  win  the 
war?" 

"Tanks.  " 

"You're  welcome." 


Mild  roars  and  hysterical  laugh- 
ter from  the  actives. 

Then  suddenly  Holgate  sprang 
up  majestically.  His  eyes  were 
filled  with  tears.  He  lifted  his  stein 
dramaticall)  and  bellowed.  ".\ 
song!    .\  song!" 

The  "brothers"  sprang  up  majes- 
ticalh .  Their  eyes  were  almost  wet. 
They  lifted  their  steins  dramaticall) 
and  echoed,  "\  song!    A  song!" 

.\nd  they  sang: 

Brothers  in  the  Bond  .  .  .  our 
tears  are  for  you. 

B.  I.  T.  B.— we  all  adore  you. 

Brothers,  B*R*0*T*H- 
*E*R*.S,  BROTHERS  .  .  . 
BROrHERSmi 

We  love  you  better  than  om- 
mothers. 

Yes,  we  dig  ya.  Ganuiia  Stigma. 

Holgate  dripped  to  .\rt,  "You 
see?  It  ...  it  means"  and  he  paused 
here  dramatically,  "it  means  so 
MUCH  to  all  of  us.  Do  you  think 
you  would  like  to  become  ONE  OF 
the  BOND?" 

Thinking  for  a  moment  of  how 
he  wanted  to  "be  a  part  of  things  .  .  . 
to  enjoy  actual  pre-war  campus 
life.  .\rt  hesitated  and  then  replied, 
"Well,  I  guess  .  .  ." 

"Congratulations"  boomed  the 
Stigma's  as  they  zoomed  down  upon 
him.  Screams  and  ejaculations. 
"'Hurrah  for  .\rt.  He  pledged! 
Calooh  Callay!"  they  chortled  in 
tuiison. 

Slightly  ner\ous  from  less  gruel- 
ing days  in  Belgium.  .Yrt  jumped 
and  fidgeted  a  little.  Soon  he  was 
calm,  and  he  noticed  the  magenta 
and  crimson  jiledge  button  in  his 
lapel. 


there's  ice-cream,  too,"  Chris  suddenly 
remembered.  "I  left  it  in  the  li\ing 
room.    I'll  get  it." 

He  went  back  to  the  living  room. 
Mrs.  Chris  shut  the  box,  then  opened 
it  again  and  listened.  She  stroked  the 
lacquered  surface  of  the  box  and  shut 
the  lid. 

"Here  it  is.  "  Chris  came  back  from 
the  kitchen  with  the  pint  brick  of  ice- 
cream and  a  spoon  on  a  large  plate. 
He  handed  it  to  her  and  started  to  un- 
dress. 

"It  sure  is  just  beautiful,  Chris," 
Mrs.  Chris  said  between  spoonsful  of 


ice-cream.  ".\nd  when  f  finish  the 
candy  I  can  keep  hankies  in  it  or 
something.    Thanks  an  awful  lot." 

"That's  okay,  hon.  I  like  to  bring 
\ou  somethin'  when  I  can.  I  know  it's 
no  fun  bein'  in  bed  most  all  day  long. 
How  are  they  today?  Did  ya  try  walk- 
in'." 

"Not  much  better."  Mrs.  Chris 
finished  the  ice-cream.  "I  walked  to 
the  li\ing  room  to  sit  this  afternoon, 
but  it  hurt  just  as  much."  She 
switched  abruptly.  "The  rim  was  fine 
then?" 

(Continued  on  page  32) 
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BY  BILL  BBOWX 


Murder  Stalks 
With  Celery 


Inspector  Heights  relates  the 
Poison  Celery  case  —  and 
Sherlock  Holmes  turns  over 
in  his  grave. 

"O 

V_/\E  OF  THE  STRANGEST 

cases  on  my  file,"  said  Inspector  With- 
ering Heights,  as  he  settled  down  on 
his  orange  crate  in  front  of  the  wildly 
blazing  fire,  "was  the  POISON  CEL- 
ERY CASE.  Are  you  interested,  old 
man?"  he  asked  as  he  gulped  a  nog- 
gin of  brandy  in  one  quaff  and 
clenched  his  calabash  between  his 
thin,  sensitive  lips. 

"Yes!"  cried  S.  S.  Van  Eat,  an  eager 
young  detective  story  writer.  "Yes!" 
he  repeated. 

"Well,  I'll  never  forget  the  night 
it  happened,"  began  Heights,  as  he 
leaned  back  on  the  orange  crate, 
causing  it  to  crack  in  three  places. 

"I  was  just  leaving  the  office  as  a 
call  came  in.  All  day  I  had  a  premoni- 
tion something  would  happen.  But 
the  day  had  been  exceptionally  quiet 
except  for  a  little  old  homicide  that 
didn't  amount  to  much.  The  phone 
jangled.  I  answered  it  with  forebod- 
ing. A  woman's  voice  came  over  the 
instrument.  However,  she  was  look- 
ing for  the  YMCA  and  had  gotten  the 
wrong  number.  I  breathed  a  sigh  of 
relief  and  went  home  for  a  quiet  din- 
ner and  smoke  in  front  of  the  fire  be- 
fore retiring.  But  I  still  felt  that  some- 
thing was  soon  going  to  break. 

"And  I  was  right,"  Heights  said 
with  quiet  modesty.  "About  two  a.m. 
I  was  startled  from  my  bed  by  the 
ringing  of  the  phone.   It  w^as  a  frantic 
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woman  on  the  phone,  and  she  wasn't 
looking  for  the  ^'MC.A.  Her  husband 
had  ijeen  miuclered."  The  Inspector 
strode  to  the  now  raging  fire  and 
knocked  out  the  calabash.  He  paused 
lo  fill  and  light  a  yellowed  meer- 
chaiun.  \'an  Eat  was  breathlessly 
waiting  for  him  to  continue. 

"  Ihe  unfortunate  victim  was  a 
Jonathan  Quimbly,  who  runs  a  little 
meat,  bread  and  milk  shop  down  on 
Delaware  Square.  He  was  happy  with 
his  meat,  bread  and  milk— as  well  as 
with  his  wife  and  12  devoted  children, 
all  reared  from  infancy  on  a  diet  of 
meat,  bread  and  milk.  His  death  was 
extremely  untimely  as  he  was  about 
to  expand  his  store  and  add  other 
lines  of  victuals.  His  death  was  sud- 
den and  shocking,  .-^nd  no  wonder, 
for  poor  old  Quimbly  was  poisoned," 
the  Inspector  said  dramatically,  with 
pauses.  He  watched  with  quiet  glee 
the  face  of  his  young  listener. 

"Horrors!"  remarked  S.  S.  Van  Eat, 
with  a  visible  show  of  horror.  'Hor- 
rors!" he  repeated,  throwing  iqj  his 
hands. 

"Another  man  and  myself  arrived 
in  Delaware  Square  in  the  middle  of 
a   pouring  rainstorm.    The   Quimbly 


'Imagine  me  with  my  head  on  \our 
shoulder." 


family  dwelt  in  the  rear  of  the  shop. 
We  entered. 

"Quimbly  lay  prostrate  on  the  floor 
and  his  faithful  old  Boarhound  was 
nearby,  under  the  table.  They  were 
both  quite  dead,  "  the  Inspectf)r  an- 
nounced melodramatically. 

"Imagine!"  whispered  the  writer. 
"Imagine!"  he  repeated. 

"From  Mrs.  Quimbly,  frantic  you 
may  be  sure,  we  pieced  the  story  to- 
gether. The  victim  was  eating  a  mid- 
night supper  with  his  wife  and  good 
dog.  He  had  eaten  30  or  40  meat  sand- 
wiches when  he  took  a  sudden,  vicious 
bite  of  celery.  Two  minutes  later  he 
dropped  to  the  floor.  At  first  his  wife 
wasn't  concerned  and  went  right  on 
eating.  She  thought  perhaps  he  had 
suffered  an  aciue  attack  of  indigestion 
from  the  salami  sandwiches  which 
came  from  their  store.  But  after  sev- 
eral minutes,  when  the  man  failed  to 
get  back  on  his  chair,  she  became  wor- 
ried, as  did  the  dog. 

"Mrs.  Quimbly  asked  him,  '.Are  you 
all  right  down  there,  John?'  John 
didn't  answer.  She  finished  her  sand- 
wich—she didn't  like  celery  — then 
knelt  beside  him.  It  was  then  she  dis- 
covered he  was  dead.  She  kept  her 
wits  about  her.  It  couldn't  have  been 
the  sandwiches,  for  she  had  partaken. 
It  must  be  the  celery,  she  thought.  She 
immediately  gave  a  small  piece  to  the 
Boarhound.  He  dropped  dead,  too. 
Then  she  called  me. 

"Well,  to  make  a  long  story  short," 
clipped  the  inspector  as  he  quaffed  the 
rest  of  Van  Eat's  untouched  brandy, 
"we  ran  up  against  a  blank  wall  for 
weeks.  We  questioned  everyone  in  the 
(Continued  on  page  31) 
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BY"  HOWARD  SHERMAN 


YDU  ARE 
ALL  DF  YDU 


An  American  Field  Service  driver  gives 
his    impressions    of    Gertrude    Stein. 


Editor's  Wotc:  Howard  Slunnuni 
spent  the  belter  pari  of  last  year  in 
Europe  as  a  Field  Service  ambulance 
drive'}*  and  with  SHAEF.  At  a  Paris 
iirt  exhibit  he  got  Gertrude  Steiji's 
address.  He  located  her  apartment 
and  spent  several  afternoons  there— 
/ifternoons  which  furnished  material 
for  this  feature-essay  on  the  mucli 
discussed  ivriter. 


G, 


ERTRUDE  S  E  E  I  N  SAYS 
THAT  REALLY  SHE  HAS  ALWAYS 
WRITTEN  WILLLAM  JAMES. 

"Really,"  she  said,  "really  \  wrile 
William  James  and  that  is  what  1 
write  William  James." 

She  didn't  say  it  that  way  really  be- 
cause Gertrude  Stein  does  not  talk  as 
she  writes.  Gertrude  Stein  does  not 
look  like  what  she  writes.  Gertrude 
Stein  does  not  sit  heavily  as  in  Jo 
Davidson's  famous  statue  of  her.  Ger- 
trude Stein  does  not  sit  heavily. 

Gertrude  Stein  could  hardly  have 
sat  in  Davidson's  traditional  pose 
when  some  twenty  years  ago  she  said: 
"You  are  all  of  you  a  lost  generation," 
and  struck  the  note  which  was  to  give 
■direction  to  the  between  wars  litera- 
ture. She  either  sat  back  in  her  couch 
with  hands  clasped  behind  her  crop- 
ped head,  or  she  would  have  walked 
back  and  forth  and  round  and  round 
with  her  hands  in  her  vest  or  skirt 
pockets.  And  she  would  have  played 
with  her  hair.  Gertrude  Stein  plays 
with  her  hair  when  she  talks. 

Gertrude   Stein   is   little;    only   her 


presence  is  big.  E\erything  about  her, 
even  her  dog  Basket  and  her  life  friend 
Alice  B.  Toklas  and  her  left-bank 
Paris  apartment  with  its  Picasso's, 
Matisse's,  and  Rose's  (Sir  Francis)  is 
part  of  her  presence.  Everything  is 
part  of  Gertrude  Stein. 

In  her  apartment  there  is  a  big 
couch  and  that  is  where  Gertrude  sits, 
and  there  are  small  low  chairs  and 
that  is  where  I  sit,  and  there  is  a  large 
table  behind  the  couch  and  that  is 
where  Alice  Toklas  serves  tea  and  that 
is  where  Stein's  letters  lie.  And  there 
is  a  fireplace,  I  don't  remember  a  fire, 
and  hanging  above  the  fireplace  is  the 
famous  Picasso  painting  of  Stein  sit- 
ting on  her  couch.  Stein  found  Picasso 
and  Picasso  knows  Stein:  to  know 
Stein  is  to  know  her  laugh.  Her  laugh 
sounds  just  like  her  close-cropped  hair 
looks.  Her  laugh,  her  hair— shorter, 
greyer  biu  like  Ingrid  Bergman's  in 
Hemingway's  Bell  movie— her  vest  and 
long  skirt  with  pockets,  her  sandals 
or  odd  shoes,  fit  together  and  move. 

That  is  most  striking  about  Stein: 
movement  and  energy.  At  73  Gertrude 
Stein  is  young:  she  could  never  have 
been  different  or  hardly  ever  could 
be  different.  Stein  walks  Paris  with 
her  dog.  Basket.  "Come  on  along  with 
me,"  she  says  to  the  GIs.  "My  name 
is  Gertrude  Stein  and  I  am  an  Ameri- 
can and  I  want  to  talk  to  you."  She 
sits  with  her  hands  behind  her  head 
and  asks  them:  where  do  you  come 
from  and  where  are  you  going  and 
what  are  you  doing  and  do  you  like 
the  French  and  are  you  homesick  for 
home.    And  do  you  write. 


Gertrude  Stein  does  not  talk  like 
she  writes  because  her  writing  is  try- 
ing to  do  something.  She  is  still  work- 
ing along  the  lines  set  down  to  her, 
when  she  was  a  student  at  RadclifEe 
some  fifty  years  ago,  by  William  James 
whom  she  calls  "the  greatest  single 
influence  on  my  life."  She  talked  about 
William  James  one  whole  afternoon 
after  she  had  finished  showing  paint- 
ings from  his  sixth  month  onward  by 
Sir  Francis  Rose  whom  she  calls  "one 
of  the  really  great  painters  of  this 
generation."  I  had  talked  to  her  of 
the  philosophy  of  Baker  Brownell  and 
the  poetry  of  H.  Oldfield  Selz  of  which 
one  night  she  said  "it  flows  forwards 
and  backwards."  Alice  Toklas,  a  hov- 
ering, lady-like  woman  with  disci- 
plined energy,  poured  tea  for  the  three 
of  us  and  remembered  things  Stein 
had  forgotten  and  seemed  terribly  in- 
telligent. "But  lovey,"  she  woidd  say. 
"do  you  remember.  .  .  .?" 

In  Stein's  eagerness  to  talk  of  Wil- 
liam James  much  that  is  baffling  in 
her  work  takes  on  meaning:  she  be- 
comes a  poet-philosopher  who  through 
all  her  life  at  Radclifl^e,  as  a  medical 
student  at  Johns  Hopkins,  and  in  her 
great  period  of  creative  writing  has 
been  concerned  with  certain  primary 
problems.  When  considered  a  philoso- 
pher in  the  pragmatist  tradition  to 
whom  all  things  are  in  a  state  of  flux 
and  to  whom  "no  one  thing  changes 
because  all  things  are  change"  her 
rose  is  a  rose  is  a  rose  and  her  almost 
unintelligible  repetitions  becoine  an 
attempt  to  catch  the  reality  of  this 
change  by  "groping  for  a  continuous 
(Continued  on  page  3-1) 
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BY  CHARLES  GREE^BLATT 


KING 
ETERNAL 


Joe  liked  guys  that  were 
kings  to  keep  on  being  kings 
— and  he  found  a  way  to 
fix  it. 


I 


DONT  KNOW  WHAT  MADE 

me  go  in.  It  was  just  another  beer 
joint,  with  more  than  its  share  ol 
alcoholic-escapists.  1  hate  beer,  but  I 
like  to  watch  the  people.  They  were 
connnon  laborers  mostly;  people  who 
in  their  off  hours  are  not  what  they 
seem  but  are  what  they  will.  They  say 
beer  does  that  to  you.  The  only  pity 
is  that  the  stuff  wears  off  and  the  men 
have  to  go  back  to  their  picks  and 
shovels,  so  that  they  might  earn  once 
again  the  dollar  license  to  be  that 
which  they  are  not. 

I  found  a  place  at  the  bar  and  was 
about  to  order  a  boinbon  and  ginger 
ale,  when  I  saw  a  beer-stained  card  on 
the  floor.  It  was  one  of  those  cards 
that  are  found  clipped  to  the  inside 
of  a  wine  list.  Instead  of  the  usual 
printing,  two  words,  "King  Eternal", 
were  scrawled  across  it.  One  of  those 
unearthl)  concoctions  that  bartenders 
are  always  inventing  to  cloud  the 
mind  and  loosen  the  purse,  I  thought. 
My  mind  could  use  a  little  clouding 
and  my  purse  was  fidl:  I  ordered  a 
"King  Eternal". 

The  bartender  shuddered  when  I 
mentioned  "King  Eternal",  and  he 
said,  "We  ain't  served  'King  Eternal' 
since  they  took  Joe  away.  They  said 
bad  things  about  Joe  after  he  left  here. 
But  Joe,  he  was  a'  good  guy;  he 
wouldn't  ha  liked  the  way  they 
talked." 


This  \vas  a  sior\  I  shoidd  like  to 
hear.  I  look  out  a  fi\e  dollar  bill  and 
handed  it  to  the  bartender.  "Tell  me 
the  story,"  I  asked. 

"Naw,  I  can't  take  mone\ ;  Joe 
wouldn't  ha  liked  it  for  me  to  cash 
in  on  hini.  Bui.  I'll  tell  ya  the  story 
if  ya  want." 

I  returned  the  bill  to  my  purse  and 
got  the  story. 

Joe  was  a  little  Italian  gu\.  who 
never  had  a  chance.  His  mother  died 
young  and  his  father  was  neither 
mother  nor  father  to  Joe.  He  was  one 
of  those  door-key  children,  roaming 
the  streets  during  the  day  and  watch- 
ing the  sin  flow  by  the  gutter  at  night. 
Joe  hated  this,  his  life;  he  had  never 
seen  anything  else,  so  he  continued 
the  life  he  hated. 

VV^hen  he  was  old  enough  to  work, 
he  got  a  job  doing  the  only  thing  he 
knew:  tending  bar.  Everyday  he  saw 
the  laborers  with  their  grimy  faces 
come  into  his  bar;  everyday  he  saw 
kings  with  faces  still  grimy  leave  his 
bar.  Joe  hated  drunkenness;  he  had  to 
clean  u]j  the  slop  ^vhen  one  of  his 
kings  got  sick— and  lhe\'  were  ahva\s 
getting  sick.  It  wasn't  right  for  kings 
to  get  sick,  Joe  thought. 

Yes,  Joe  hated  drunkenness,  but  he 
saw  how  happy  his  kings  were  when 
they  didn't  get  sick.  Even  with  his  un- 
touched pea-brain,  Joe  could  see  that 
here  was  conflict.    He  liked  the  kings 


who  left  his  bar  better  than  the  la- 
borers who  came  in.  He  saw  also  that 
these  men  always  entered  as  laborers 
and  left  as  kings.  A  king  never  en- 
tered his  place;  a  laborer  never  left  it. 
Wouldn't  it  be  fine  if  the  kings  could 
be  kings  all  the  time! 

When  Joe  was  a  little  boy,  he  once 
saw  his  father  give  some  water  to  his 
sister,  the  one  who  was  always  sick. 
His  sister  just  closed  her  eyes  and 
never  opened  them  again.  It  sure 
would  be  nice  if  he  could  find  some 
of  this  water  and  give  it  to  his  labor- 
ers while  they  were  still  kings.  If  he 
could  give  it  to  them  before  they  got 
sick,  they  would  always  be  kings. 

No  one  ever  knew  where  Joe  got  the 
name  "King  Eternal".  Some  say  that 
a  revi\alist  got  him  in  the  corner  one 
night  and  told  him  about  a  wonder- 
ful king.  Anyhow,  Joe  started  to  mix 
a  new  drink,  which  he  called  "King 
Eternal".  He  never  gave  it  to  labor- 
ers, only  to  kings.  It  was  always  "on 
the  house".  And  Joe  was  happy,  be- 
cause when  they  carried  his  friends 
out,  they  were  always  kings.  He  knew 
they  would  never  come  in  again  as 
laborers,  but  woidd  always  be  kings. 

Authority  ivill  hear  about  things 
like  that.  One  day.  they  took  Joe 
away.  They  called  him  crazy,  put  him 

in  an  asylum \nd  the  laborers 

continued  to  come  in,  and  the  kings 
would  lea\  e.   Some  a,ot  sick. 
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BY  BILL  BBOWN 


A>2y  similarity  between  this  column 
—lohich  u'ill  appear  in  the  Purple  Par- 
rot regularly,  at  least  for  one  issue— 
and  any  others,  living  or  dead,  is  pure- 
ly coincidental. 

Primarily,  it  is  a  review  column  and 
is  likely  to  review  jnost  anything— 
plays,  movies,  night  spots,  bands,  rec- 
ords, books,  luhatever  is  being  re- 
vieiued  nowadays.— Author's  note. 

MOOM  PITCHERS-Rodgers  and 
Hammerstein  have  cooked  up  some 
more  music  as  good  as  in  that  fabulous 
"Oklahoma!"  for  the  new  technicolor 
"State  Fair,"  which  is  about  Iowa,  biu 
looks  more  like  Saratoga  Springs.  But 
in  spite  of  certain  drawbacks,  the  pic- 
ture will  be  another  smash  Rodgers- 
Hammerstein  hit,  for  they've  done  a 
kind  of  wonderful  job  of  cooking. 

Taken  from  a  Phil  Stong  novel  and 
an  oldie  which  featured  the  late  Will 
Rogers,  the  thing  is  full  of  Americana 
and  back-to-the-farm  spirit,  which  you 
may  think  you'd  abhor  .  .  .  but  you 
won't.  It's  easily  the  best  thing  Dick 
Haymes  has  done.  He  loses  the  toothy, 
eager  grin  which  he  wore  every  time 
he   peeked  down    Grable's      low   cut 


t/fc/jv  ilw  knicl  oj /itciitrc  lucicic 
von     licirc    alway.^    icaulecl  ~ 

ft  tei-nll   \S  liase 

dy  luclios 

Cyortrcnl  &J  nolograpliers 

•  Orrington  Hotel 

•  Palmer'House 


dresses  in  "Diamond  Horseshoe"  and 
turns  in  a  fairly  con\incing  bit  as  a 
singing,  good-looking  Iowa  farm  boy 
who  falls  in  love  with  a  big  name  band 
singer  at  the  state  fair.  The  singer  is 
Vivian  Blaine.  A  lot  of  other  people 
fall  in  love,  too,  and  Haymes'  father, 
Charles  Winninger,  wins  first  place 
with  his  prize  hog,  whose  antics  may 
make  you  chuckle  if  you  chuckle  eas- 
ily. Dana  ,\ndrews  is  a  newspaper 
reporter  for  the  Des  Moines  Register 
and  keeps  saying  he  hopes  to  get  a 
better  job.    Of  course,  he  does. 

You'll  \o\e  the  music,  that's  sure. 
Some  of  the  songs  are  already  hits: 
"That's  For  Me,"  "It's  a  Grand  Night 
for  Singing,"  "It  Might  as  Well  Be 
Spring."  If  you  don't  like  the  movie 
the  management  gives  you  a  free  ticket 
to  the  Iowa  state  fair  next  year,  or 
something.  They're  that  sure  about  it. 

LOOPING  THE  LOOP-The  Band 
Box  is  jumping  like  it  has  not  been 
jumping  for  no  little  and  quite  some 
time,  what  with  Jess  Stacy's  new  little 
band  playing  various  and  assorted  dit- 
ties such  as  Stacy  loves  to  play.  Stacy 
is  big  time  stuff.  He's  played  piano 
for  Benny  Goodman,  T.  Dorsey  and 
others  for  God  knows  how  long  and 
is  recognized  as  one  of  the  finest  jazz 
ivoryists  in  the  biz.  And  he  plays  the 
music  of  Gershwin  about  as  well  as 
Gershwin  intended.  One  of  his  first 
records  by  the  new  group  is  now  on 
juke  boxes— a  re\i\al  of  that  "Paper 
Moon"  thing. 

Red  Saunders  and  his  combo  have 
mo\ed  into  the  Downbeat  room  of 
the  Garrick  Loimge— a  rather  infa- 
mous place  for  atmosphere  and  fa- 
mous place  for  jazz  .  .  .  Johnny  Long 


is  still  Sigma  Nuing  around  the  Edge- 
uater  Beach  hotel.  .  .  .  Earl  Roth  is 
actually  digressing  to  a  few  solid  jazz 
numbers  in  the  subdued  atmosphere 
of  the  Bismark  Tavern  room  ...  It 
is  rumored  by  one  of  our  scouts  that 
Red  Allen  and  J.  C.  Higganbotham 
are  scheduled  to  return  to  the  Down- 
beat before  Christmas  ...  A  slightly 
drunken  man  with  a  pipe  plays  all 
sorts  of  barroom  favorites  and  college 
songs  at  Tony's  Rustic  cellar,  north  of 
(Contiued   on   page   25) 


\i[\xl 


b>4 


a 

IKe&L 


Lcuao  A 
ntaftedt 


uuranl 


Famous   for 


SOUTHERN  FRIED 

CHICKEN 

6955  Sheridan  Road      Chicago,  111. 
Five  Minutes  from  Evanston 
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TATMAN 

Hettdquarters  for  Sterling  Silver 


Sterling  flatware  is  not  a  matter  of  pattern  only.  You 
want  to  be  sure  of  quality,  distinguished  design  and  fine 
craftsmanship.  Here  at  Tatman  you  will  find  the  leading 
patterns  of  America's  finest  silversmith.  Remember,  it 
costs  no  more  to  choose  your  Sterling  at  Tatman. 


GORHAM  LUNT 

REED  &  BARTON 
INTERNATIONAL 


TOWLE 
WALLACE 
WHITING 


Tattnan   —   707   Church    —  Evaiislon 


"Coke  crowd  includes:  Pat  O'Brien, 
Sigma  Chi;  Beverly  Pekarske,  Kappa 
Delta;  Tom  Pringle,  Sigma  Chi;  Fern 
Schoonhoven,  Alpha  Chi;  Jim  O'Brien. 
Sigma  Chi;  Alberta  Pekarske,  Kappa 
Delta;    and    John    ISuzum,    Sigma    Chi. 


1850  Sherman 


The  Big  Dipper 

"Get  Acquainted"  Headquarters  on  Campus 

Across  From  Willard 


Gre.   3511 


Fashion  and  Photo 

MODELING 

Training  and  Placement 

JO.  KEITH  STUDIOS  o 

14  West  Lake  Street — Chicago 

For  further  information  contact  Bettv  Lyons  —  Davis  7870 
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(Continued  from  page  23) 
the  loop  on  Rush  street.    Every  Saturday  night  he  sings 
and  plays  the  songs  of  colleges  which  win  football  games 
and  the  crowd  all  joins  in. 

STRICTLY  LEGITIMATE-If  you  can  get  a  ticket 
soon  to  "Carmen  Jones,"  you  are  damn  lucky  or  you're 
just  plain  cheating.  But  if  you  can,  get  one  and  go.  It's 
a  delight.  Big  and  colorful  and  one  of  those  things  which 
everyone  who  is  anyone  has  to  see  .  .  .  "Voice  of  the 
Turtle"  just  celebrated  its  first  birthday  in  Chicago  .  .  . 
"Good  Night,  Ladies,"  that  old  sexy  hit,  is  back  again, 
as  if  you  didn't  know  .  .  .  and  Olsen  and  Johnson  are 
pulling  some  of  their  inane  antics  in  a  new  show. 

OUT  WEST— Those  little  bars  where  students  dearly 
love  to  dwell  hardly  need  any  comment,  except  perhaps 
to  the  new  children.  The  Little  Club  is  more  popular 
than  ever  this  year  and  there  are  numerous  goings-on 
there  of  a  Friday  or  Saturday  p.m.  Of  course,  there's  still 
the  3500  Club  (rare,  very  rare,  hamburgers  and  French 
fries— but  the  beer  is  awful  fine) ,  Ma's,  Pete's,  ad  nau- 
seum.  Another  place  which  is  a  little  gem  is  the  Bit  and 
Bridle,  which  a  surprising  number  of  students  haven't 
visited.  It's  got  checkered  tablecloths,  candlelight,  a  lot 
of  rustic  stuff  here  and  there,  a  nice-sized  dance  floor 
and  waiters  who  wear  black  bow  ties  and  collect  as  you 
leave  instead  of  after  each  drink. 


LOVE  SONG 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
Thomas  Aquinas?"  he  asked. 

"I'm  an  atheist,"  she  said. 

"Oh!"  (interminable  pause)  .  "Did  you  ever  read 
Studs  Lo7iigan?" 

"I'm  not  a  Soc  major,"  Marcia  said. 

"Yes,  that's  true,"  replied  Al.  "I  suppose  you've  read 
The  Robe,"  he  ventured. 

"It's  childish,"  she  said. 

"So  it  is.  Um  .  .  .  a  .  .  .  Have  you  made  any  plans  for 
the  future?" 

"Why  make  plans?   I  may  be  dead." 

"I  never  though  of  that,"  Al  mused. 

Marcia  Mae  took  out  a  cigarette  and  blew  rings  at 
him  for  about  ten  minutes.  Then  Al  asked  her  if  she 
would  mind  shifting  her  aim. 

"Oh,  my  God,"  she  said  and  threw  the  cigarette  out 
the  window. 

Al  was  in  anguish,  and  a  twitch  was  becoming  notice- 
able as  they  got  off  the  bus  and  took  one  back  to  Lotus 
Street.  Marcia  Mae  was  hungry  so  she  led  the  way  into 
Tim's  Hamburgers.  Once  inside  and  served  she  scru- 
tinized Al  intently.  Then  she  calmly  picked  up  her  ham- 
burger (it  was  hers-she  had  paid  for  it) ,  wrapped  it  in 
a  napkin,  said  good-night,  and  walked  out.  As  she  got 
on  the  bus,  she  saw  Al  standing  in  the  doorway  with  his 
hamburger  clutched  in  both  hands.  There  were  tears  in 
his  eyes  from  the  onions. 


find  ^jcact  matches  .  .  .  or  "exciting  mixers  for  your  pastel 
sweaters,  from  these  all  wool,  sweater-yarn  squares  by 
Kimball.  A  brani  new  idea?  in  match  'em  or  mix  'ems  .  .  . 
and  a  mighty  pretty  one.  At  all  good  stores,  about  $2. 
Send  ^or  our  glamorous  booklet  MO 
"Head  Square  into  High  Fashion." 

c:^a/^0'  by  Lluvba!! 
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everybody's  breath  offenda 
now  and  then.  So  let  Life 
Savers  sweeten  and  freshen 
your  breath  after  eating, 
drinking,  and  smoking. 
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The  Laokinq  Glass  Beauty  Salon 

Welcomes  You  at  Their  ISeiv  Location 


1513  Shernian  Ave. 


University  8218 


One   Block   South   of  Fountain  Square 

•  Same  Operations 
O  Same  Fine  Service 

112  beautiful,  more  spacious,  new  quarters 


Brauch's   Slumber   Shop 


1506  Shernian  Ave. 


Uni.  2820 


Featuring  the  Best  in  Blankets 
North  Star  -  Kenwood  -  St.  Mary's 

Special!!     Paper  Drapes  89c   pr. 


First    Baptist    Church 


Chicago  Ave.  at  Lake  St. 


College  Forum — Sunday  10:00 — Church  House 
Sunday  Morning  Worship  at    11:00 


Sunday    Afternoon    Excursions — 1:30 

November   4      Adler    Planetarium    &    Shedd    Aquaria 
November    1 1    Outing    in    Forest    Preserve   District 
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MR.  lAKLSOX 

(Continued  from  jtiigc  7) 
lielgian  Congo. 

Another  hobby  is  his  library  oi  24(10 
\  oliunes. 

In  die  historical  field  his  prelerred 
jjeriod  is  the  17th  century,  and  he 
likes  historical  personages  "as  oppo- 
site as  St.  Francis  Assisi  and  Charles 
II."  The  mention  ot  Charles  II  gave 
rise  to  an  obvious  cjuestion,  and  the 
answer  was,  "Yes."  However,  he  be- 
lieves that  there  were  more  good  lani- 
ily  men  in  the  17th  centiay  than  .\m- 
ber  or  Kathleen  Winsor  would  sug- 
gest. He  finds  he  alternately  dislikes 
and  grudingly  admires  the  man  Crom- 
well. He  does  like  G.  M.  Trevelyan, 
Charles  Beard,  Mark  Twain,  Mac- 
aulay,  Bette  Davis,  and  philosophy, 
and  dislikes  chemistry,  arrogance,  and 
double-decker  beds. 

This  latter  dislike  is  a  scar  from 
college  days.  Unfortunately  when  toss- 
ing for  beds  with  his  roommate,  the 
fraternity  playboy,  he  was  unlucky 
enough  to  win  the  lower  and  the  job 
of  boosting  his  fjeer  quenched  col- 
league into  the  upper  after  his  many 
evenings  of  wine  and  song.  "You 
know,"  he  reflected,  "I  think  that  was 
my  most  unsuccessful  attempt  to  exert 
a  good  influence." 

It  takes  little  time  tor  new  students 
to  disco\'er  that  their  history  pro- 
fessor is  as  interested  in  them  as 
people  as  well  as  stuflents.  And  al- 
though he  has  only  been  at  North- 
western for  three  and  a  half  years  he 
was  voted  one  of  the  three  best  liked 
professors  on  campus  in  last  year's 
most  popidar  professor  contest. 

His  plans  for  the  future  are  clearly 
defined  and  woven  around  the  Avriting 
of  several  books.  He  is  no^\-  writing 
the  biography  of  Da\  is  Nyvall,  a 
Swedish  poet  and  man  of  letters  dec- 
orated by  the  King  of  Sweden.  Re- 
search for  the  one  to  follow  will  take 
him  to  England  next  summer  ^vhere 
he  will  use  the  Cambridge  library  and 
the  British  Museum,  .\fter  completion 
of  these  immediate  plans  more  travel 
and  work  \vill  follow. 
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Parrot  t*4»rs 


riXKER  HELMERS,  Parrol 
Art  Editor,  is  a  senior  in  LA— 
and  an  art  major.  Her  home  is 
in  Kansas  City,  Missouri,  but 
iiere  she  lives  at  the  Tri-Delt 
house  where  she  is  usually  on  the 
telephone  contacting  prospecti\e 
Parrot  artists.  .She  says  she  really 
wants  to  work  in  the  fine  arts 
(oils  and  things,  she  explained) 
or  maybe  magazine  illustration. 
"Anything  I  can  do,"  she  says. 
She  also  says  that  she  attended 
an  artists'  colony  in  New  Mexico 
when  she  was  fourteen,  the  im- 
portance of  which  we  don't  quite 
understand.  B  u  t  anyway  it 
doesn't  look  as  if  she  were  going 
to  leave  NU  to  go  back. 
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Evanston's  Finest  Shop 

SCROUNGE  ON 

(Continued  from  page  9) 

liouse  was  once  a  house  of  worship,  as 
it  were.  The  audience  reaction  is 
terrific,  because  Jeeter  is  usually  a 
very  reliable  bat  who  can  be  counted 
on  to  flit  only  between  the  first  and 
second  acts,  which  disturbs  nobody, 
since  every  body  expects  it  and,  in 
fact,  waits  for  it. 

"SCREAM"  goes  Letitia,  only  this 
time  not  on  cue,  it  being  the  combina- 
tion of  the  leg  and  Jeeter  instead  of  a 
husband  stabbed  in  the  library  which 
brings  about  her  consternation. 

"Oh  my,"  says  Al,  whipping  out 
his  harmonica  and  giving  with  the 
"Atchison,  Topeka  and  Santa  Fe", 
this  being  a  crisis  about  which  some- 
thing must  be  done,  that  being  the 
(Continued  on  page  30) 
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For  the  Came 

Corsages 

to  Spotlight 
the  Evening 

Don  W,  Saville 


London's 

Flower  Shop 

1712  Sherman  Ave., 
Uni.  0632 


PURPLE  PEOPLE 


It  was  sunny  and  bright  that  after- 
noon in  the  grill  ^vhen  Perry  Wilson, 
Sigma  Chi,  decided  there  weren't  any 
shades  on  the  windows,  so  he'd  better 
do  it  right  then.  And  so  he  pinned 
Daisy  Hodgkins,  Delta  Gamma. 

The  .\  E  Phi's  call  Phyl  Sweet  their 
"Rope  Ladder  Queen."  She  eloped 
Avith  Irv  Razniko\'! 

Norma  Jorgensen,  big  cannon  on 
campus,  is  taking  charge  of  the  Direc- 
tory, the  .\lpha  Xi  Delta  chapter,  and 
Hugh  Taft's  DU  pin. 

Glen  Carlson,  Beta,  has  casually  in- 
vaded the  Alpha  Gam  house  during 
the  stimmer.  The  girl  is  Babs  Andrews. 

The  Delta  Delta  Tri's  are  trying 
hard  as  ever  to  figure  out  the  romantic 
status  of  Tinker  Helmers  and  Phil 
Heyboer,  Phi  Gam.  Was  the  daisy 
wrong  when  it  said,  "Loves  me  not?" 

Deenee  Hecker,  KD  and  head  cheer- 
leader .  .  .  the  one  in  purple  .  .  .  has 
been  in  hot  water  with  the  SAE's 
since  she  returned  Red  Hanson's  pin. 

Many  people  ha\e  resigned  fronr  the 
hardware  department.  De-pinned  and 
desirable  is  Pat  Rice,  Theta.  She  re- 
ttirned  the  white  cross  (not  double) 
to  Don  McLeese,  Sigma  Chi. 

.\nd  Jan  Morsell,  Kappa,  and  Har- 
riette  Rhawn,  Pi  Phi,  wrote  finis  to 
months  old  chapters  starring  Jim 
Dowell  and  Bob  Gasser,  Phi  Delts. 
They  took  a  little  advice  from  Mary 
Cool,  Theta,  who  recently  wrote,  "The 
Return  of  the  Pin."  Any  reference  to 
Timmy  Engstrom  is  purely  correct. 

Phi  Kap  notable,  Hugh  Tanner,  has 
ringed  Connie  Nash  with  a  diamond. 
Connie,  Tri  Delt,  promises  to  follow 
sister  Justine  Miller  down  the  aisle 
soon.  "Jus"  recently  married  Ensign 
Glen  Merritt,  after  years  of  BWOCing 
and  PARROTing  at  Northwestern. 

The  Kappa  Delts  are  proud  of  B. 
y.  Edwards.  She  took  a  Triangle  pin 
from  Bob  lehl  her  first  night  on  cam- 


pus this  fall. 

Bill  Boyes,  .\cacia,  and  Beth  Henry, 
Alpha  Gam,  after  a  long  college  court- 
ship, are  heading  toward  a  white 
picket    fence. 

Pi  Phi  Bobby  Brewer,  Calpernia  in 
last  year's  musical,  is  making  prepara- 
tions for  a  years'  overseas  tour  with  the 
Special  Service  Organizations  produc- 
ing shows  for  veterans  in  Europe. 
Lucky  GFs! 

Gloria  Love,  KD,  is  pinned  to  Phi 
Psi  Gardiner  Beach,  in  the  air  corps. 
On  long  winter  nights  Gloria  is  going 
to  tell  him  all  about  the  Victorian  era. 

Quick  work  at  ZTA:  Ginny  Nelson, 
{Continited  on  page  3-f) 
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SCROUNGE  OX 

(Continued  from  page  27) 
only   tiling   he   can  do   in  any  gi\en 
crisis. 

Therefore  he  plays.  For  the  first 
time  since  he  has  learned  the  piece, 
which  is  only  the  day  before,  it  has  a 
calming  effect  on  nobody,  especially 
on  Letitia,  who  by  now  has  decided 
to  rip  the  table  apart  instead  of  to- 
gether, and  also  the  rest  of  the  set. 

Jeeter  is  the  only  one  in  the  mob 
who  even  seems  to  hear  Al's  rendition, 
and  he  gets  an  ecstatic  look  in  his  eye, 
if  bats  have  eyes,  which  I  wouldn't  be 
sure  of,  never  having  the  pleasure  of  a 
close  acquaintance  with  a  bat.  His 
wings  get  ecstatic,  too.  and  he  starts  to 
flit  in  and  about  the  rafters,  doing 
half-gainers  in  and  among  the  spot- 
lights every  time  Al  makes  with  a 
"Woo-Woo"  on  his  harmonica. 

"Ecce  homo,"  says  Shutc  DeLuff- 
Well,  which  means  this  is  the  great- 
est act  he  sees  in  a  long  time,  and 
who  can  introduce  him  to  the  bat? 

Letitia,  looking  like  a  fallen  souffle, 
which,  by  the  way,  the  hotel  serves 
very  well  at  75  a  throw,  thinks  maybe 
Mr.  DeLuffWell  has  decided  she  can 
co-star  with  a  horse,  which  is  okay  by 
her  since  it  is  better  than  working  in 
a  beanery,  so  she  grabs  the  fountain 
pen  he  pulls  out  of  his  vest  along  with 
the  contract. 

DeLuffWell,  ^\ith,  figuratively 
speaking,  his  eyes  glued  on  Jeeter  who 
starts  another  half-gainer,  since  Al 
starts  playing  again  to  fill  up  the 
silence,  grabs  the  pen  back  from  Leti- 
tia and  yells,  only  this  time  in  the 
direction  of  Al,  "Sign  this  contract 
young  man.  You  and  your  bat  have  a 
career  ahead  of  you  in  Hollywood." 

Immediately  Al  rushes  onstage,  past 
Letitia  who  is  looking  dazed  and  dis- 
mayed to  say  the  least,  grabs  the  pen 
from  DeLuffAVell  with  an  X  for  both 
him  and  Jeeter,  his  being  larger,  be- 
ing the  manager. 

"Bring  the  bat  over  in  the  morn- 
ing," says  DeLuffWell,  "and  we  will 
proceed  to  Hollywood. 

To  make  a  long  story  short,  and  it 
is  long,  Al  throws  a  football  which 
Jeeter  follows  as  a  decoy  to  his  new 
apartment,  to  wit,  a  shoe  box. 

All  through  this  Letitia  is  devclop- 
(Continiied  on  page  33) 
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"onnie  Bloom,  WOC.  shows  off  the  new  wide 
cuffs  on  her  grey  and  white  squirrel  chevron 
coat.  At  $229.00,  plus  tax.  it's  especially 
popular  for  those  extra-curricular  whirls. 

Thorpe  Furs,  Inc. 
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MUKUEIt  STALKS 
WITH  CELERY 

{Continued  from  page  12) 
neighborhood,  inckiding  ihe  owner  of 
the     delicatessen     down     the     street, 
where  we  figin-ed  the  celery  was  prol)- 
ably  purchased.   But  to  no  avail. 

"Several  weeks  elapsed  and  we  had 
just  about  given  up  the  case.  Now, 
Mrs.  Quimbly  had  frequently  wan- 
dered into  my  office  during  the  time 
since  it  had  happened  just  to  talk  to 
mc.  She  always  appeared  to  be  in  a 
trance  and  always  went  away  without 
saying  anything. 

"But  on  this  particular  day,  she 
blurted  out,  'And  he  never  even  cared 
much  for  celery,  especially  with  salt. 
In  fact,  he  never  salted  it.'  Then  she 
turned  and  left. 

"  'Poor  old  soul,'  "  I  muttered  to 
myself  as  I  returned  to  my  work.  But 
I  kept  thinking  all  day  of  what  she 
had  said.  In  fact,  I  thought  about  it 
until  it  was  dinner  time  and  I  had 
done  no  work. 

"Then  suddenly  I  kne^v  I  had  hit 
upon  the  missing  piece  of  the  puzzle. 
'Eureka!'  I  exclaimed,  jumping  from 
my  desk  and  summoning  an  aide,"  In- 
spector Heights  related  as  he  quaffed 
some  brandy  from  a  bottle  he  had 
been  hiding  under  his  dressing  gown, 

"Gosh,"  sighed  S.  S.  Van  Eai. 
"Gosh!"  he  repeated. 

"You  see,  when  we  questioned  the 
owner  of  the  delicatessen,  we  disco\- 
ered  by  an  odd  chance  that  he  owned 
a  salt  mine  in  Russia.  When  Mrs. 
Quimbly  told  me  her  husband  ne\cr 
salted  his  celery,  I  knew  at  once  that 
the  murderer  must  have  salted  it. 
Now,  who  would  sooner  salt  a  piece 
of  celery  than  a  man  with  a  salt 
mine?  It's  really  all  quite  logical," 
he  declared  calmly  with  an  air  of  self- 
assurance. 

"Mar\elous!"  cried  Van  Eat  as  he 
jimiped  into  the  air,  wrenching  his 
ankle  rather  badly  as  he  landed. 
"Marvelous!"  he  repeated. 

"Not  at  all.  Purely  elementary,  my 
dear  Van  Eat.  You  see,  the  delicates- 
sen man,  a  Mr.  Rasputin  Saltsky,  had 
learned  that  Quimbly  intended  to  ex- 
pand his  store  and  add  celery  to  his 
wares.  Naturally,  Saltsky  would  have 
lost  a  lot  of  business.  In  a  stroke  of 
(Continued  on  page  32) 
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{Continued  fruin   page  31) 
hrilliaiKc.     lie    tltviscd    the    ironical 
death  lor  oltl  Quimbly. 

"Well,  old  Saltsky  finally  broke," 
concluded  the  inspector  as  he  sprayed 
the  hose  onto  the  now  rampaging  fire, 
"after  we  kept  reminding  him  of  his 
crime  by  dumping  large  supplies  of 
celery  into  his  cell  every  day.  It  was  a 
psychological  masterpiece,  if  I  do  say 
so.  Finally  one  day  we  caught  him  sil- 
ting on  top  of  a  pile  of  celery  in  the 
cell,  about  to  commit  suicide  by  eat- 
ing a  stalk  which  he  had  poisoned 
with  a  little  arsenic  cleverly  concealed 
on  his  person. 

"He  confessed  everything!"  ejacu- 
lated Heights  as  he  dropped  onto  the 
floor  in  a  drunken  stupor. 

"Well,  think  of  that!"  Van  Eat  ex- 
claimed. "\Vell.  think  of  that!"  he 
repeated. 

HOME   SWEET  HOME 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

"Yeah,  clear  ^veather  all  the  wa\. 
A  little  fog  coming  back  around 
Cleveland,  but  it  cleared  up.  Not 
much  traffic  'til  early  this  afternoon." 

Chris  inittoned  his  flannel  pajamas, 
sat  tlown  on  the  edge  of  the  bed,  and 
s^vinig  h.is  legs  up.  Mrs.  Chris  slid 
o\er,  put  music  box,  plate,  and  maga- 
zine on  the  bedside  table,  turned  out 
the  bedlight,  and  pulled  up  the  sheet. 

"The  music  box  was  real  sweet,"  she 
said,  and  she  leaned  over  and  kissed 
C;hris  on  the  cheek. 

"A\\-,  Nou're  pretty  sweet  yourself," 
he  replied. 
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Cleaners  &  Dyers 

We  Call  and  Deliver 

•  Repairing 

•  Fur  Storage 

"Just  East  of  the  L" 

1016  Central  Street 

University  4640 


University  Hand  Laundry 

1612  Chicago  Davis  2267 

We   Cater   to   Dorms 


Corsages  At  Their   Best 

Wielands 

1569   Sherman  —  Uni.   0878 


Elizabeth  Arden 

PAT-A-KAKE 

A  makeup  foundation  good  for  the  skin 

$100 

HOOS  DRUG  STORE 
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Labich  Furs 

1717   Sherman 
Gre.    2882 


Remodel  and  make 
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Cleaning  and 

Storage 


R.  F.  Milne  &  Son 

"Printing 

As  You  Like  It" 

•    1640   Maple   Ave. 

•    University  0247 

O'Bert  Jewelry  Co. 

1905  Howard  Ave. 
Rogers  Park  1473 


One  Week 
Watch  Repair  Ser. 

Watches  and  Diamonds 
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WEDDING  CANDIDS 
croup"  PICTURES 
dance"  CANDIDS 
for  information — Appts. 

Eetty  Stuart 


Univ.  4110 


1934  Central 


Parroteers 


BILL  DURKEE  and  JERRY 
SHAVELSON  happened  to  drop 
in  the  office  at  the  same  time  one 
day  and  got  the  idea  for  collabo- 
rating on  Scrounge  On.  Adding 
another  anonymous  inside  col- 
laborator they  produced  it  for 
page  8  of  this  issue. 

Jerry,  a  Spring  Valley,  New 
York,  gal  and  a  J  school  senior, 
is  a  Parrot  veteran  of  many  years 
and  wants  to  do  magazine  writ- 
ing as  a  career.  Right  now  she 
divides  her  time  between  the  Par- 
rot and  being  chairman  of 
WSGA's  celebrity  series. 

Liberal  Arts  claims  Durkee,  a 
freshman  pre-med.  He  came  here 
from  Buffalo,  New  York,  to  be- 
come either  an  obstetrician  or  a 
pediatrician— two  words  that  had 
to  be  looked  up  in  the  dictionary. 
Pending  establishment  of  his 
practice  Bill  commutes  between 
the  Parrot  office  and  University- 
rheatre. 


SCROUNGE  ON 

(Continued  from  page  30) 
ing  a  healthy  hatred  for  everything 
concerned  with  the  evening,  especially 
the  football  which,  as  they  say  in  the- 
atre circles,  is  the  climax  of  all  the 
unforseen  eventualities  which  cause 
her  to  cut  me  dead.  When  she  sees 
nie  coming  across  the  lawn  with  the 
celery,  she  is  naturally  reminded  of 
the  best  football  legs  in  the  world, 
which  naturally  reminds  her  of  the 
football,  which  is  the  last  thing  she 
wants  to  be  reminded  of  in  her  dev- 
astated state  of  mind. 


Very 
Idea/ 


Choosing   a   gift   can   be  a   chore 

and   a    bore,    but   it   doesn't   have 

to  be! 

At  The  Blue  Parrot  you  will 
find  just  the  gift  you're  seeking. 

Wedding  gifts  are  given  par- 
ticular attention  .  .  .  our  collec- 
tion of  such  gifts  includes  Eng- 
lish china  .  .  .  crystal  .  .  . 
handmade  linens  and  decorative 
accessories. 

CHRISTMAS  is  just  around 
the  comer  ...  so  FOR  GIFTS, 
IT'S 


I  he  blue   Ld^rrot 

1551    Sherman    Avenue 
Evanston 


Create  staying  power  for  all  day, 
every  day  hunting.  Low  in  cost. 
Feed  VITALITY  BODY  BUILDER 
DOG  FOOD,  specially  made  for 
hunting  dogs. 

MAC  DONALDS 
1514  Sherman  Ave.  Gre.  3616 
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an    of    baking    powder    is    plenty   for    a    cake,    unless    you    have    a    very    large 

■ 

The   quickest   way   to   wash    the   dishes   is   to    call 
your  husband  ' 


If   your   wife    cannot    cook    do    not    divorce    her — 
Keep  her  as  a  Pet  and  bring  her  to 


Keys 
Pennants 
Stationery 


Jewelry 

Lockets 

Charm  Bracelets 


1726  ORRINCTON 


r  lortnweALei'n  student 

CO-OP 


GREENLEAF  2600 


LONGTIN'S     SPORT     SHOP 

"Visit  the  Northshore's  Most  Complete  Sporting  Goods  Store" 
"EVERYTHING  FOR  SPORT" 


D  N.  U,  Sweat  &  T  Shirts  D 

n  Wool  Plaid  Shirts  D 

n  Tennis  and  Golf  D 

D  Hunting  and  Fishing  Q 

D  Basehall  and  Softball  D 


Girls  and   Boys  Gyni  Clothes 

Gym  Shoes 

Sports  Apparel 

Bowling  Shirts  and  Shoes 

Football  and  Basketball 


1731  Sherman  Ave. 

Telephone  Greenleaf  4604 


Evanston.,  III. 


YOU  ARE  ALL  OF  YOU 

(Continued  from  page  13) 
present."  "Ihe  busine,s.s  of  art,"  she 
once  said,  "is  to  live  in  the  actual 
present,  that  is  the  complete  actual 
present,  and  to  express  that  complete 
actual  present." 

Gertrude  Stein  talks  about  William 
James  and  Gertrude  Stein  talks  about 
Americans:  but  mostly  she  wants  to 
know  about  you.  Gertrude  Stein  is 
American,  and  you  are  American,  and 
Gertrude  Stein  loves  Americans.  "But 
America  has  grown  up,"  she  says,  "and 
you  are  an  older  army  than  your 
fathers  were.  You  don't  drink  as  much 
and  you're  too  serious  and  you  hardly 
ever  laugh  as  your  fathers  did."  Ger- 
trude Stein  likes  GIs.  "Do  you  play?" 
she  asks,  "and  when  have  you  smiled 
at  a  Frenchman?  Smile  at  a  French- 
man," she  says,  "they  are  tired  you 
know."  To  Gertrude  Stein  it  is  seri- 
ous that  the  American  soldiers  are  seri- 
ous. 

Gertrude  Stein  speaks  French  like 
an  American  speaks  French;  that  is  be- 
cause Gertrude  Stein  thinks  and^moves 
like  an  American  thinks  and  moves. 
Gertrude  Stein  is  an  American  from 
Allegheny.  Pennsylvania,  who  laughs 
with  GIs.  I  wonder  now  does  Ger- 
trude Stein  wonder  now  "Are  you  all 
of  you.  .  .  .?" 

PURPLE  PEOPLE 

(Continued  from  pnge  29) 
pledge,  is  pinned  to  a  Phi  Gam  from 
Knox  college. 

Jack  Taft,  of  the  we-hope-it-will- 
soon-go-national  Sigina  Nu's,  RE- 
pinned  Ruth  Blake,  Alpha  Chi,  while 
her  sisters  laid  bets  on  how  long  it  will 
last. 

One  closing  tidbit:  We  hear  of  a 
Kappa  .  .  .  leave  us  be  outright,  Patty 
Munz  .  .  .  who  had  Jack  Armstrong's 
Sigma  Chi  pin  for  three  years  and 
returned  it  in  June,  to  receive  another 
pin  from  an  old  friend  of  the  family 
in  July.  Munz  is  the  word.  We  un- 
derstand. 


Nelson's  Food  Shop 

1108  Davis  Davis  2480 

Food  Snacks 
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THE   EDITD 

PAGE 


THIS  PAGE  IS  JUST  ABOUT 
ihe  last  one  in  the  magazine,  and  it 
is  usually  just  about  the  last  one  to 
be  written.  This  is  where  we  relax 
after  a  hard  day's  work.  The  paper 
boy  comes  in  with  the  Daily  News 
about  five.  Then  we  take  our  bath- 
robe and  slippers  out  of  the  business 
staff's  files  and  settle  down. 

If  somebody  has  a  car  we  settle 
down  in  it  and  head  for  someplace  or 
other  around  like  west  or  Howard 
Street.  But  sometimes  they  object  to 
the  bathrobe  and  slippers. 

So  oftimes  we  just  curl  up  in  the 
office  amid  old  cuts,  the  typewriters, 
and  the  Business  Manager's  ukases 
about  not  having  cigarette  butts  on 
the  floor  and  things.  Then  between 
relaxing  we  are  helpful  to  people  who 
come  in  asking  questions  like  "May  I 
check  my  violin  case  here  overnight?" 

We  were  going  to  relax  with  a 
color-tour  after  this  issue  was  done, 
what  with  this  being  fall  and  the  time 
that  leaves  are  turning  and  all.  We 
thought  that  we  might  even  get  some 
ideas  for  the  page. 

But  then  it  was  always  late  at  night 
by  the  time  we  started  touring,  and 
one  color  looked  just  like  another 
then,  we  discovered. 

Well,  we  all  relaxed  an  awful  lot 
this  time  with  a  quiz  that  was  handed 
in.  We  don't  know  who  handed  it  in. 
One  of  the  girls  in  the  office  just  came 
up  with  it  and  said,  "This  was  handed 
in  by  an  Alpha  Phi."  That's  all  we 
know^  but  here  is  the  quiz.  We  hope 
you  do  real  well. 


THE    QUIZ 


1.  A  famous  orator  who  used  to  keep 
pebbles  in  his  mouth  to  cure  himself 
of  a  speech  impediment  was 

a.  Gene  Wyman 

b.  Cicero 

c.  Demosthenes 

d.  Cherie  Gist 

2.  The  Boston  Tea  Party  was  in 

a.  evitable 

b.  1773 

c.  1737 

d.  honor  of  an  English  visitor 

3.  A  good  definition  of  beryl  would  be 

a.  a  container  for  beer 

b.  Bes  Ala  Sie  Ois 

c.  synonym   for   "gun"    with   refer- 

ence to  driving  a  car 

d.  a  mineral  sometimes  known  as  an 
emerald  or  aquamarine 

4.  If  Adam  was  the  first  man  on  earth, 
the  second  was 

a.  Cain 

b.  Strevey 

c.  Ghandi 

d.  Judas,  Priest 


5.  The  great  Cellini  is  famed  because 
he 

a.  was  Frances  Willard's  best  pal 

b.  shot  little  cock  robin 

c.  operates  a  shop  near  the  North- 
western campus 

d.  advocated  the  atomic  bomb  for 
use  in  dentistry 

6.  The  oldest  college  in  the  U.  S.  is 

a.  The  College  of  Musical  Knowl- 
edge 

b.  Harvard 

c.  UH    (later  renamed   Northwest- 
ern) 

d.  Yale 

7.  The  current  hit  song  Till  the  End 
of  Time  is  based  on  a  song  from  the 
movie 

a.  Tlie  Clock 

b.  In  the  Meantime,  Darling 

c.  A  Song  to  Remember 

d.  The  Killing  of  Dan  McGoo 

8.  The  distance  between  Willard  Hall 
and  Schramm's  is 

a.  a  hop,  skip,  and  a  jump 

b.  a  stone's  throw  from  heaven 

c.  3000  paces 

d.  too  darn  far 


The  answers  will  be  found  one  of  these  days  we're  sure.  They're  probably 
in  a  drawer  around  here,  so  if  you're  really  interested  come  over.  We  should 
find  them  any  day  now. 
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ailing  all  Copywriters 

[and  all  iroiiltl-he  eopywriiers^  too!) 


Marshall   Field   &   Company. 


^! 


Here's  a  ehance  to  see  i/our  copif  in  print! 
Ami  a  clinnce  to  win  a  prize! 
Here's  u-liat  to  tlo:  \\\\\r[M\  ui^u  \\ 

1.     Visit   tlie    Evanston    store    of 

Browse  around  and  study  the  store  from  your  own  campus  point  of  view. 

^,  Select  any  section  in  the  store  or  take  the  store  as  a  whole 
and  write  an  ad,  200  words  or  less,  selling  the  idea  of  shop- 
ping at  Marshall  Field  &  Company  to  Northwestern  students. 

3«   All  entries  must  be  in  the  manager's  office,  fifth  floor,  by  5  pm  on  Novem- 
ber 6th. 

c.\Vf7  PRIZES 

1st    prigQ  ^J^     /      merchandise  certificate 

2ll<l  prisce      /  *IS\,     merchandise  certificate 
3rd    prize       .  'r**\        merchandise  certificate 

^5 


Decisions  of  the  judges  will.be  final! 
4>PEI\  TO  ALL  NORTHWESTERN  STUDENTS 


Page     36 


Q^i^€^ied  ^i^  ^m-fl  uf-e^  e^f^n^nmz  IN  THE  5D  % 


A  rare  old  photograph,  with  authentic  colors  added,  of  Lotver  BROADWAY,  NEW  YORK  CITY,  as  it  looked 
to  our  founders  when  they  tvere  making  pipes  nearby.  They  began  this  business  in  1851  at  No.  59  The  Bowery, 
and  in  1860  moved  to  No.  121  William  St.  A  reproduction  of  the  Broadivay  illustration  in  colors,  together  with 
booklet  illustrating  Kaywoodie  Pipes,  will  be  sent  on  receipt  of  IOC  to  cover  costs. 


^:::^'Cfieflfef^OO€fe&   i^^fYtf^i  are  well  known  to  pipe  smokers  in  all  parts  of  the  world 

Each  Kaywoodie  is  the  product  of  94  years  of  pipe  manufacturing  experience, 

The  qualities  that  make  pipe  smoking  more  enj  oyable  will  always  be  found 

in  Kaywoodie.  Kaywoodies  may  be  had  at  your  dealer's  for  $3.50,  $5, 

$7.50,  $10,  $12.50,  $15,  $20  and  $25.  Kaywoodie  Company,  New  York 

and  London.  In  New  York,  630  Fifth  Avenue,  New  York  20,  N.  Y. 


Only  IMPORTED  briar  is  used, 
in  making  Kaywoodie  Pipes. 
Not  all  imported  briar  is 
suitable,  but  only  the 
choicest.  Before  it  becomes 
"Kaywoodie  Briar,"  it  under- 
s  years  of  season- 


KAYWOODIE 

,       BRIAR     S 


COPR.    I94S 


...  "^ 

MILDER...  BETTER-TASTING. ..COOLER 

Yes,  when  you  remember  your 

A   B   C's  of  smoking  pleasure  you  remember 

ri'l'H  the  three  important  benefits  that  Chesterfield's       ^^^IT^^l^ 

Right   Combination  .  .  .  World's  Best  Tobaccos 

gives  you.  Here  they  are:  A-ALWAYS  MILDER, 

l^W^      ^-^l^TTER  TASTE  and  C-COOLER  SMOKING. 

'"  Chesterfield* 
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